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By David C. Berliner i
Spwecial (o The W ngton Post .
"'"‘\" YORK — ~It's a time for old
si0s en one d'!thel' and dredge up
s0me old stouea, to embellish them a
litite, and to say how srand we were
in the old days. IU's, not formal, i
-toough \ve are v.earm" ‘medu: Its
family.™ " - -

tha@l Burkc nauaed An elderly
man with a powerful chest but un-
cooperative legs limped up to him, ex-
changed pleasantries, and moved off
iato the nearby crowd of partygoers.
“Quite a fellow, thiat one,” Burke said.
“But then, the O.5.S. was filled ;.vith.
his type.”

It was just thai feeling that wafted
through the evering Wednesday at
the annual reunion dinner of this na-
tion’s cloak-and-dagger pioneers, the |
men and women of World War II's Of
fice of Strategic Services.

These were the hours. when 300 of
the people—many of whom had once
concealed their identities—could once

_again share their iaies of exploits
{ighting the Axis with weapons of
espionage, sabotage and spy tactics.

Here and there, of cou irse, familiar
faces popped out of the crowd at the
Hotel Pierre. Michael Burke, best
known to area sports fans as the for-
mer president of t{ite New York Yan- |
kees and as current president of Mad. '

ison Square Garden, was easily recog-
nizable. He had been 0.S.S., secreted
into Italy in 1543 and into France a
Year later to work with the Resist-
ance.

V)lham E. Colby, former du’ector of

the Central Intelligence Agency—a di-

. rect descendant of the 0.5.S.—was

snught out with regularity by former

colleagues and by those who had fol-

lowed his trials ana tnbulatxons as di--
rector of the CLA.

He had been 0O.S.S., paracnut'mg
with a- squad into \orway to wreax
havoc on German stpply trains.

James J. Anzleton, tall and stooped,

was also there. He, too, had heen
0.S.8., preceding his counterintellig- :
cnce activities with the CIA: with simi- |

lar work in Italy in the early *40s. g

lemories of i’)

“light, Lt. Gen. Wi iiiiam J. *Wiid Bill

© Luce,
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There were other familiar faces, in
cluding those of formar Ambassade
to France Robert Murphy. the eve
ning's guest of honor and leupxent o
an award lor service “in the interest
of the United States and the cause ¢
freedom” named in honor of th:
0.5.5’s late founder and -zuidin

Donovan: Murphy was not 0.8.5.
Aund John Weitz, the designer, wh
was, and Charles Collingwood, th
CBS corresponsdent, and Clave Booth
who werea't, and ciiers wh
or not, dependin
ere and what circle

seemed [amiliar

upon who you w

you moved in.
And Bill Juchniewicz was also pre.

ent. He didn't sit on the dais with the
more famous people. instead tucking
his compact body bzhind his 2ssigned
table far in t‘le rear of the Graud
Ballroom.

Thirty-seven years ago, Juchnriewicz,
whose native Yoiland had been over-
run hy the Nazis, joined forces with
U.S. military authorities and within a
few short months
lizence data to .the 0.S.S. from scores

of locations throuzhout Eastern Eu-

rope. )

“l research military and factory
raovement. and wherea the supplies are
sent,” he said witn a thick accent. ©f

go all the time traveling, Somatimes

bus, sometimes walking, sometimes I
Chdﬂ(”e nante. One time, T dress like
woman with baby carriaze filled with
grenades. Nazi soldiers think I have
baby, but they very wrong.” -

- Today, Juchniewicz. 65. is retired

and lives in Davtona Beach, Fla:~ with:

his memories (following the war’ he
worked as a translator for the Na-
tional Cathoiic ‘Veifare Board and
then for IBM) and with his pension
and disability chacks.

“You see this?” he -asked.- ullmd
‘aside the left part of his swhite dumer

" jacket and pointing to m> chest where

a large. portion of his shirt eould be
seen pulsating with frightening force.

*"The Gestapo capture me in 19:3. beat : .’

mc torture me, kick me with heois
and break my ribs. My heart. it be-

weas supplying intel- -

t

comes enlarged and 1 spend-iést of °
war in’ Stalag 3-B near Leipzig and i :

then ih Buchenwaid concentration
camps. But I was ploud m be OSS
Very proud.” A

' «Hm‘\m 72,

_soine friends. -

]H()HID\OI] :-uen n;lﬂ“ 3"L‘RC.'1' where
heteuud as executive vice preside 'xt
‘at-age 62 kive years azo. spent a lar’fe»

: chunk oE *h‘. war.in Cairo.

“We had v-ew busy ‘times’ there be-n

: cause we were respousible. for a lot of:

€

agents,” he said.- liks !

“Some men.

- Gen. Donovan. weve afraid of nothing. ;
- One day i1:1935 when. [ was with him;
~in Southea:

\sia,’ sordeone came into-
cur office. and: ‘suggested the ,.enc'::ﬂ~
ti¥ito an island whers. 50 or so O.S. S.:
or¢ratives were working. The thing
was, the .|.1panese hcld half -of the is-.
land. . - '
~SSure, \-ed lu\e to \"o “wouldn't:
A2 the-generat said.: [fe was de- !
ted 'to Zo. Frankly, 1 wasn't quite |
that thrilied.. But- we made it i
Even more low key was Kennett ,
whose dry sense of humor !
evented: those .around him.\W ednes- !
day evening’ Arom interpreting his r&'
Jductance to reminisce ag an effort to

-

..lold v:r'uable mformatmn Erom en-
_emy hands. -

One of the less reco°n121bles Hm».s

v~y oy o

__‘snr"ed as 0.8.S. chie? of plauum" al
" Key post he earned afier Years of un-~:

related " work - -during ‘the: 19285 as . a:

-1 ’*n‘esentatue in Ce'm-al Europe. forr
:the same-J. Walter Thoxrpaon agency 3

(he retired from the ermm. a du-ec.:on
in 1964y, © 7 ] l
“Those were e .‘mg, \erv e\cztm
days,” ke allowed after proddm" from-
-*But, everyday of, my :
is exciting to me, Actually,; 1- can't’

life

think of anything to recourt that was

\er) e\centwnal" :
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